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What MAKES A MAW COMMIT A CRIME'' 
GREED, PASSION, AMBITION, FEAR? 
MANY PEOPLE HAVE THESE EMOTIONS 
BUT NEVER COMMIT ft CRIME— BUT 
THAT MAY BE BECAUSE THEY NEVER 
mo THE CHANCE TO OO THE CRIME 
SAFELY ANP WITHOUT FEQR OF BEING 
CAUGHT.' GIVEN AN OPPORTUNITY TO 
COMMIT A PERFECT CRIME, WOULD 
YOU DO IT? READ WHAT HRPPENEO 
WHEN HENRY HOLMES SAW THE -POSSI- 
BILITY OF CRIME WITHOUT DETECTION. 




^ENRY HOLMES 
WAS A QUIET. ■= 
/NOBTRUSIVE, 
SCHOLARLY GENTLE" . 
MAN WHO LIVED A 
LIFE OF TYPICAL NEW 
YORK CITY ANONYMITY 
IN A SMALL FURNISHED 

ROOM AMONG THE 
' CITY'S TEEMING 

MILLIONSl HIS "= 
NEIGHBORS, MOSTLY 
TRANSIENTS, COULDN'T 
GIVE MUCH INFORM A- . 
' T/ON ABOUT HIM, 
BUT THERE WAS NO 
REASON TO GATHER ' 
INFORMATION ABOUT 
HENRY HOLMES FOR 
HE LED AN EXEMPLARY, 
IF MONOTONOUS, 
LIFE.' . 



HO! HUM.' ANOTHER 
DREARY DAY.' I C5UE55 I 
MIGHT AS WFLL GET UP 

AND GO TO WORK.' 




'NO HENRY SPENT THAT DAY JUST 
LIKE ALL THE OTHER DAYS BEFORE IT 
IN HIS SMALL EXPERIMENTAL CHEMISTRY | 
LABORATORY dUT IN THE LONELY HILLS . 
OF NEW JERSEY/ 



THE SAME OLD THING ■ 
DAY AFTER PAY.'I FINISH 
HERE AND (3D BACK TO 
MY ROOM AND THEN 
TOMORROW START THE 
SAME THING ALL . 
OVER A 6 A IN,' 
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^TEWING WITH THE REALIZATION 
OF HIS MEDIOCRITY, HENRY BOUGHT 
A NEWSPAPER AND RETURNED TO 
HIS LONELY APARTMENT.' 





WE INTERRUPT THIS BROADCAST 
FOR A SPECIAL ANNOUNCEMENT, 
THE POLICE HAVE CRACKED THE 
PARKS CASE.' THE BODY OF 
MR. PARKS , WHO HAS BEEN 
MISSING FOR TWO WEEKS, HAS 
BEEN FOUND BURIED IN WE 
BASEMENT OF WE HOME OF 
FRED CARTER, MR.PARKS' 
BUSINESS PARTNER.' WHEN 
CONFRONTED WITH THE 
£VIDENCE 3 FRED CARTER . 
BROKE DOWN AND CONFESSED 
THE MURDER WHICH HE 
THOUGHT WOULD BE 
THE PERFECT 
CRIME 



■ST FIRST IT WAS MERELY AN INTELLECTUAL 
* EXPERIMENT FOR HENRY AS HE TRIED TO 
FIGURE OUT HOW A MURDERER COULD DISPOSE 
? BODY SO THAT THE POLICE WOULDN'T FIND 
.'SMILING SMUGLY, HE REALIZED THAT ' 
HE COULD DO IT J 



i 



^L~3A UGHING AT HIS SUDDEN VICIOUSNESS HENRY 
TURNED BACK TO HIS PAPER 1 . IT WAS ONLY WHEN 
HE SAW AN AD IN THE CLASSIFIED SECTION THAT THE 
IDEA WHICH HAD FORMED IN HIS MIND STRUCK HIM 
WITH ITS FULL IMPACT.' 




Of COURSE 1 
COULD DO IT.' 
BUT THEN, I'VE 
AH ADVANTAGE 
OVER MOST 
PEOPLE WHO 
ATTEMPT IT.' I 
COULD DISSOLVE 
A BODY IN ACID 
OVER AT MY 
LABORATORY AND 
THEN JUST WASH 
AWAY THE 
REMAINS 
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>1 S M ft MAN OF ACTION, SIR.' 
I'M ALL flLONE IN THIS WORLD,, 

(BUT I'VE ALWAYS GOTTEN ON Bi 
BEING DIBECT.'I'VE GOT A - 
CERTIFIED CHECK IN MY POCKET 
FOR FIFTY THOUSAND DOLLARS.' 
* IF I LIKE WLIR PLACE, WE'LL 
DO BUSINESS ON THE SPOT.' 
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. 3 fiHWT SAY THAT J THfff MAY n DIWUtSSP/HAVF 
!*- fVg SVER SEEN < VOU 0PT SNVONE LIV1NS HEW 
EITHER OF THEMJy WHO MIGHT BE EITHER OF THESE 

. " _ — MEN WITH A MUSTACHE OR A 

/ #/" /Y ■ yfrftnin, BERRP ? , 
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' SfARO ' THAT MISHT BE SS-'I'VB 
TWO BEARDED MEN LIV1NS IN ROOM 
/ AND COME TO THINK OP IT THEY* * 
3 RESEMBLE THESE PICTURES 
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gMB FINALLY 7H£ THOROUGHNESS 
OF THE F.B.I, PflIP OFF! 

THEN THE 
OWNER DFTHflT 
LABORATORY 
HAS SOME 
GUESTIONS TO 
ANSWER.' COME 
ON.' WE'RE GO- 
ING BACK TO THAT 
ROOMING 
HOUSE.' 3 
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YOU SEE, MY INSURANCE 
POLICY DOESN'T COVER ANY 
ONE UNDER TWENTY- FIVE 
SO I'LL EXPECT YOU TO 
MAKE GOOD THE LOSS.' 




5 Ml LING TO HIMSELF, THE CUNNING 
GAMBLER SLOWLY TIGHTENED THE 
STRANDS OF THE WEB HE HAD SPUN 
AROUND THE BEWILDERED YOUTH J 

COME TO THINK OF IT THERE iS A WAY 
IN WHICH YOU CAN PAY FOR THE 
DAMAGE.' YOU MIGHT SHAVE SOME 
P0INT5 IN SATURDAY'S GAME 
SO THAT I COULD WIN 
ENOUGH TO COYER . 
THE LOSS.' _ 

WHAT,' 



I CAN'T BELIEVE IT.' YOU, THE ^ 
> BROTHER OF THE GREAT BILLY 
BINGHAM, SUGGESTING THAT 
I THROW A SAME ' 




DON'T YOU SEE? YOU WON'T 
BE LETTING THE SCHOOL DOWN,' 1 
THE TEAM WILL STILL 
WIN AND NO ONE 
WILL KNOW THE 
DIFFERENCE .' 



YOU JUST MAKE SURE WENTWORTH WINS BY 
ONLY TEN POINTS AND YOU'LL OWE ME 
NOTHING- FOR THE CAR .'DO IT THIS TIME. 
AND I'LL NEVER ASK 
YOU AGAIN.' WE'LL 

BOTH FORGET ALL S> WELL, I GUESS I HAVE 
. ABOUTIT.'j (" NO CHOICE/ALL RIGHT. 



WHAT SATURDAY NIGHT THE WENTWORTH TERM BERT 
' THEIR OPPONENTS BY TEN POINTS.' NO ONE COULD TELL 
THE SEETHING INNER STRUGGLE THAT MITCH DOLSON HAD 
WITH HIS CONSCIENCE THRT NIGHT AS HE LED HIS TERM- 
MATES JN THE RIGGED GAME, BUT UP IN THE STANDS 
TWO SPECTATORS WERE WELL PLEASED/ 
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, NOT BAtfe JOE'^v (^TH(S SETUP IS A CINCH J LET'S FIX^ 
_ WE MADg ENOUGH A> THE KID FOR THE NEXT GAME SO 
'TO REPLACE THREE J\ WE'lL BE ABLE TO WIN A 
- r»mt i ar.c i «^** \ bfai °"»"-" ' ■ 




S&NEATH HIS COOL AND SYMPATHETIC EXTERIOR, 
_ V FLASH'S MIND RACED AT A TERWFIC PACE RS HE 
SEARCHED FOR RN ANGLE.' THEN WHEN HE HAD IT, 
HE MOVED WITH THE SMOOTHNESS OF ft PREYING 
fiNIMBL fiS HE PUT HIS PLAN INTO ACTION/ 

IT JUST SO HAPPPN5 THAT ONE OF THE FOREMOST 
5 PINE SPECIALISTS IH NEW YORK IS A VERV GOOU 
FRIEND OF MINE.' I THINK I CAN ARRANGE 
F£JR HIM TO COME DOWN HERE TO 
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MINK MURDER CASE 



gLIPPERY SID, « furtive, dark little man, 
led the way along the dim corridor of th« 
cheap hotel. Jack, the Longshot, followed close 
at his heels. Jack was tall, broad shouldered 
and flashily dressed. Sid slipped a key into th« 
door numbered 713 and led the way into the 
cubbyhole that passed for his -room. After Jack, 
the Longshot, was inside, Sid carefully closed 
and locked the door. He pulled down the win- 
dow shade. Then he got on his hands and knee* 
and pulled a box out from under the bed. 4 

He took off the lid and spread the fur coat 
on the bed. "Did you ever see a more beautiful 
mink? Now I ask you?" ^ 

Jack, the Longshot, grunted, picked up the 
coat, felt the fur, examined it closely. "Is it 
hot?" he asked. 

"Well, just say it's warm," responded Sid 
with a crooked grin. 

"How do I know the cops aren't looking for 
it?" . , 

"The cops in this town aren't!" declared the 
Slippery one. "It's imported from Boston. But 
anyway, I'm just selling the coat, not its his- 
tory. Take it or leave it." 

"Four bills?" you said. 

"Six bills!" exclaimed Sid. "You know I said 
six hundred, you chiseler." 

"Look who'-- calling who a chiseler V' snorted 
Jack- Hp Hrew a thick green roll from hi' pock- 
et and peeled off five bills, each marked oris 
hundred dollars. "Here, you get five C's clear 
profit and I get a mink coat to make my baby 
doll happy. Is it a deal?" He tossed the money 
on the bed. 

"It's worth about three grand and I need 



six hundred," grumbled Slippery Sid. But as 
Jack started to retrieve the money, Sid said, 
"Okay, it's a deal." 

After Jack had departed with the coat, Sid 
fondled the money, grinning his crooked grin. 
Then h* picked up the phone and made a plane 
reservation. He was a trifle annoyed to learn 
that h« would have to wait about four hours 
for a plane. Well, there was nothing he could 
<}o about it. He might as well rest. He took off 
his right shoe, placed the five bills flat in the 
bottom, then put the shoe on again and laced it. 
He then lay back and fell into an easy, relaxed 
nap, with that crooked smile still on his face. 
i He awoke with a start when he heard the 
door close. Blinking, he saw big Jack carefully 
locking the door. Jack carried the coat over one 
arm. His face was grim and hard. 

"You chiseling rat. I want those five bills. 
Get 'em up, quick!" 

"Why, what's the matter?" Sid feigned in- 
nocence. 

"You know what's the matter! This fur isn't 
mink! It's rabbit! You made me a laughing 
stock. My baby doll just laughed right in my 
face, and then she threw me out." 

"That's your hard luck for picking a smart 
tomato," said Sid with a sKrug- "I didn't tell 
you the coat was mink. Wher* did you e&peet 
to get « mink coat for five hundred dollar*?" 

"You said it was hotl" 

"I only said it was warm!" 

"You told me' it was mink!" 

"I did not! I only asked, 'Did you ever see 
a more beautiful mink?' You've got nothing on 
me. We made a deal and that's that." 



Jack's eyes blazed with rage. "'Give me back 
my money!" 

"Try and get it — sucker!" Sid ended it up 
with a nasty laugh. That, was his mistake. 
Jack's face flashed crimson. In his eyes was 
the mad light of utter hatred. He pulled a gun, 
squeezed the trigger and Slippery Sid crumpled 
forward, clutching his stomach., v 

With the gun hidden and muffled by the 
heavy coat, the sound of the shot was not loud- 
Jack, the Longshot, was pretty sure that any- 
body who 'heard it would consider it only a 
backfire from the street below. Still, he remained 
motionless for a moment, listening. He tossed 
the coat on the bed, then lit a cigarette. His 
hands were steady. 

After a deep puff he took the cigarette from 
his mouth and happened to look at it. A smear 
of red stain was on the tip. At first he frowned 
at it, puzzled. Then he remembered. When he 
had first handed over the coat, his girl had given 
him a big kiss. It wasn't until she had tried 
on the coat and gotten a good look at it that 
she realized it was a phony mink. After that 
she had whipped it off and hurled it at hirn, 
ordering him out so fast he had no time to^ 
think of wiping off lipstick. 

An idea hit him. He looked at the coat. A 
long blonde hair, was sticking to it, up near the 
collar. He stubbed out the cigarette in an ash 
tray. He carefully wiped his lips. Then he left, 
locking .the door behind him. There was a grim, 
smile on his face. "It's a cinch the cops will 
start looking for a dame," he thought. 

^The headline screamed: 

COPS SEEK MYSTERY BLONDE 
IN MINK MURDER. CASE 

Jack, the Longshot, tilted his chair back 
against the wall and read the story with in- 
terest. The click of billiard balls in the back 
room drowned out his soft chuckles. 

"It's, a perfect crime," he told himself. "The 
cops will be so busy looking for the 'woman* 
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who killed Slippery Sid they'll never connect 

■« me with the case, even if somebody remembers 
seeing me visit him at the hotel. I was pretty 
smart to plant that lipstick-smeared cigarette 
and leave that long hair on the coat. Yes sir, 
all the evidence points to a woman killer." 

His happy reverie was interrupted when a 
firm hand was laid on his shoulder. Startled, 
Jack looked up into the keen gray eyes of De- 
tective Lieutenant Bart Buckley. "Come along 
to headquarters, Jack. We want to have a little 
talk." 

"What's the beef, Lieutenant? I haven't been 
making book. You've got nothing on me," 

"Not bookmaking," responded the Lieuten- 
ant. "This is a little matter of murder." 

"Murder? But this story here says the cops 
are looking for a woman, a blonde and . . ." 

Suddenly, realizing he'd made a slip, Jack 
clammed up. 
I "Uh-huh," said the detective. "That's quite 
a story. In fact, that paper is full of interesting 
stories." He took the paper from Jack and 
quickly flipped to a back page. "Now if you 
had happened to read this gossip column back 
here, you'd know just how I got the lead to 
make a pinch on you. Read this sentence." 
| Silently, Jack read the line: "Backstagers are 
chuckling about the chorus cutie who gave her 
playboy friend the heave-ho when he tried to 
woo her with a phony mink. She didn't think 
the bunny was funny!" 

£ £ "JT WAS EASY for roe to find that girl," 
continued the detective. "She identified 
the coat and said you tried to give it to her." 

"She's lying to save her own skin!" screamed 
Jack, "She mustVe killed Slippery Sid- The 
clues are there., Her hair — her lipstick!" 

"Nice try, Jack, but no go." drawled Buckley, 
s 'She has an airtight alibi. At the time the crime 
was committed she was on stage, dancing, in 
plain sight of a whole theatre full of witnesses. 
Come along. You're it!" 

THE END 
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YEAH, KING AND HIS GUN -CRAZY 
HOODS ARE READY To HIJACK 
ANYTHING TIGER JACK 
A HAND IN . 




MOMENT LATER .TIGER JACK WA» 
LICKING HIS CHOPS Aft WE U6TBNBO 
TO A HOT tir. f" 

I yen, i just ear it 
thkjugh the grapevine... two 
trailer loads. pulling in tomorrow 



SPlOER HASlN JUST TIPPED ME OFF 
TO TWO HUNDRED GRAND IN SILK 
THAT'S WAITING FOR US ON A 
SILVER PLATTER 



LOOK, YANCEY, WE CANT BE CHOOSEY. 
WE GOTTA SET SOWE DOUGH TO KEEP 
THE BOYS HAPPY . AND WE GOTTA 
GET IT FASTI 
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